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| 1555 BRENT'I Songs. „ 

Toruzn day as I ſat in the ſycamore Shade, P. 1. 
Why Damon, wilt thou ftrive in vain ? 33 vv 

From Latmos mount, whence ſacred groves FE 44 
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Mrs. 2 rendhibxs Bins. 
Come Coli in, pride of rural fwains, — 


3 

Gentle Damon ceaſe to woo me, — 6 
Why Colin muſt your Laura mourn, — 17 
Ah! Why ſhould Tove with tyrant ſway 2 — { 
1 


By my ſighs you may diſcover, — | 
Now gay Summers ripen'd bloom, — 12 
Cruel Strephon will you leave me, — 2 


— „ 
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Miſs Wien Songs. 
Ye fair be advis'd by a friend, — 
Why ſhould we of humble ſtate, © ——— 
The winter its deſolate train, — — 
Kingcup, daffodil and roſe, 
In April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
Gay Laura who once was a blithe happy maid, 


INDE $8 
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Mr. V x RNON's Songs, 
Sure never poor ſhepherd was tortur'd like me ! "+ 4 | 


| Far northward as the Dane extends his ſway, 8 
Ere Phebus ſhall peep on the freſh budding flow'r, 10 
Laſt week in the grove, —— 16 

By the ſky-lark awak' d to the ſweets of the morn, 18 
Begone, dull care, without delay, — 20 
In days of yore when on the plain, — 22 


Let miſers hug their darling ſtore, 24 
Like a wood-nymph in form, and Diana in mind, 26 
Ve ladies who drive from the ſmoak of the town, 28 
As Joctey was trudging the meadows ſo gay, —— 30 
The gentle ſwan with graceful pride, ——— 34 
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it 
| 

Breathe ſoft ye winds, be calm ye ſkies, 40 
Around the fair attending, ib. 

| Young Arabella mamma's care, — 4 
Since Pleaſure's in faſhion and life but a jeſt, 45 
2 * we - — 

| CH 0 RU SS ES. 

| | Come Chearfulneſs ! triumphant fair ! 47 
A Silver veſted bright and gay, —— 49. 
Sound the merry pipe and drum. — 51 


VAUX. 


v AU X- HALL 
SONGS. 1766. 


TAE SYCAMORE SHADE. 

A BALLAD. *. 

Sung by Miſs Brent. Set by Dr. Arne. 
OTHER day as I ſat in the Sycamore Shade, 
Young Damon came whiſtling along, 
I trembled—I bluſh'd—a poor innocent maid! 

And my Heart caper'd up to my tongue. 
Silly heart, I cry'd fie ! What a flutter is here! 


Young Damon deſigns you no ill; 


The ſhepherd's ſo civil you've nothing to fear, 
Then prythee, fond urchin, lie ſtill, 
h B dly 


121 
II. 

Sly Damon drew near, and knelt down at my feet, 
Our kiſs he demanded No more 

But urg'd tlie ſoft preſſure with ardour ſo ſweet, 
] could not begrudge him a ſcore. 


My lambkins I've kifg'd and no change ever found, 
Many times as we play'd on the hill: 


But Damor's dear lips made my heart gallop round, 


Nor would the fond urchin lie ſtill. 


III. 


When the ſun blazes fierce, to the Sycamore Shade, 


For ſhelter, I'm ſure to repair; 

And, virgins, in faith I'm no longer afraid, 
Altho' the dear ſhepherd be there. 

At ev'ry fond kiſs that with freedom he takes, 
My heart may rebound if it will; 


There's ſomething ſo fweet in the buſtle it makes, 


"PH die ere I bid it lie till. 
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Tur INVITAT IN. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Mr. Bach. 


1 

OME Con pride of rural walns, 

O come and bleſs thy native plains; 
The daiſies ſpring the beeches bud, 
The ſongſters warble in the wood. 


4 


[ : II. 


Come Colin, haſte, O haſte away, 

Your ſmiles will make the village gay; 
When you return, the vernal breeze, 

Will wake the buds, and jan the trees- 


* 


III. 


Oh! come and ſee the violets ſpring, 
The meadows laugh, the linnets ſing; 
Your eyes our joyleſs hearts can cheer, 


O haſte ! and make us happy here. 


141 


THE SHEPHERD's ARTIFICE. 
| 1 ALLAD. | 
Sung by Mr. OM he NEK ty Mr. Potter. 


URE never poor ſhepherd was tortur d like me, 
From morning till night I could never be free; 
The charms of young Phillis ſo ran in my head, 
J wiſh'd ſhe was mine, or I wiſh'd myſelf dead. 
Whenever I ſaw her, and told her my caſe, 
She gave me a frown, or ſhe laugh'd in my face; 


Let ftill I ador'd her, and call'd her my wife, 
My paſſion was fix d, nor could end but with life, 


III. 


1 found all the offers l made her of love, 
Produc'd no effect, nor affection would move; 


So ſchem'd a contrivance her paſſion to try, 
And boldly reſolv'd, or to conquer, or die. 


*T was 


TS. 


„ 


Toas ſpread round the village, 1 1 counted young 
Prue, . 

And Phillis had left her own ſchemes to purks; ; 

This anfwer'd my wiſhes, ſhe ſoon prov'd more kind, 

And vow'd to be true, if Id —— my err. 


V. 


I catch'd the occaſion and ſent for a prieſt, 
For fear ſhe ſhould alter, I thought it the beſt , 


From hence learn ye virgins, be bleſt if you can, 
And never refuſe the ſincere honeſt man. 


& 


RON- 


— 
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RONDEAU. 


ww * N NW the 


Sen by Mrs. Wachtel Set 15 2 Barthelemon 


ENTLE Howen * to woo me, 
Tis in vain you thus purſue me, 
Sighs and tears cannot ſubdue me, 
Nor can change my conſtant heart. 

Young Pbilander's gen'rous paſſion, _ 
Taught me firſt ſoft inclination, In 
Never ſhall your ſly perſuaſion, 0 Lag 

Make me act a treach rous part. =" | 
Gentle Damon, &c. 5 | 


' Ceaſe, O ceaſe, then this complaining, | 1 
Such perfidious arts diſdaining, 
Let bright honour once more reigning, 
To your ſoul its rays impart. 
Gentle Damon, &c. 


A finds bod 


SONG. 


C77 
"> 8 wo 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Ser by Mr. Potter. 
J. 
HY Colin, muſt your Laura mourn, 
Or longer wait your wiſh'd return? 


O quickly come, and bring with thee, 
Glad joy to all, but love for me. | 


U. 
No more the tenants of the grove, 
In concert tune their tales of love. 


And nature ceaſes to be gay, 
Whene'er my ſhepherd keeps away. 


III. 


No longer fly the peaceful ſnade, 

But haſte to meet your conſtant maid; 
O quickly come and bring with thee, | 
Glad joy to all, but love for me. 


TAE 


16 

TAI PETITION ANSWERED. 
4 CAUrar 

Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Lates. 


RECIiTATIVE. ACCOMPANIED. 


AR northward as the Dane extends his ſway, 


I Where the ſun glances but a ſloping ray 
Beneath the thicker of a ſhady grove, 
Cleonicus, petitioned thus to Jove. 


AIX. 


Wbere Jove ſhall J a fair one find, 
Wich ev'ry beauty grac'd, 

To pleaſe a fond deſiring mind, 
And ſuit an am'rous taſte. 


.RECITATIVE. 
Indulgent Fove, the ſwains petition heard ! 
And thus in ftrains harmonious anſwer made. 


* 


AIR 


191 
AIR. 


If you would with beauty meet, 
Love defiring, ſparkling wit ; 
To Britain's happy iſle remove, 
The ſeat of beauty and of love. 


* . 4] 
- - * N -. yy — * 1 
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SONG. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Ser by Mr. Bach. 


H! Why ſhould love with tyrant ſway, 
Oppreſs each youthful Heart? 

Muſt all his rigid laws obey, | 
And feel his pointed dart ? 


On reaſon's aid in vain we call, 
To break the laviſh chain; 
The potent God diſdains it all, 


And triumphs in our pain. 


} 


Find, 
s ON . 


Sung by Me: Vernon. Set by Mr. Arnold. 


I, 


RE Pbæbus ſhall peep on * freſh budding 
flow'r, | 
Or blue-bells are rob'd of their dew ; 


Sleep on my Maria while I deck the bow'r, 
To make it more worthy of you. 


„ 


T "i roſes and jes· mine each other ſhall greet, 


And mingle to copy thy hue ; 
The lilly to match with thy boſom ſo ſweer, 


How faint its reſemblance of you. 


III. | 


Withſweets of thy breath, the hedge vi'let ſhall vie, 
But weakly, and pay it its due; 
The thorn ſhall be rob'd of the ſloe for thine eye, 
Yet nature paints nothing like you. 
Lo 
The 


- 
I. 11 1 
x 


[MINE | 


The leaves of the ſenſitive plant muſt declare, 
The truth of my well-beloy'd ſhe; 
Whoſe hands if to touch it, bold ſhepherds ſhou'd 
dare, 14 a : ö n ; 
Would ſhrink from all others but me. 4 


— it. 


A 
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SON 6G. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. Set by Mr. Bach, 


Y my ſighs you may diſcover, 
What ſoft wiſhes touch my heart; ; 
Eyes can ſpeak and tell the lover, 
What the tongue muſt not impart. 


Bluſhing ſhame forbids revealing, 
Thoughts your breaſt may diſapprove, 
But *tis hard and paſt concealing, 
When we truly, fondly love. 


$9 i SUMMER. 


[#2] 


SUMMER. 
Sung by Mes. Weichſel. Ser by Mey. Potter. 1 


OW gay Summer's ripen'd bloom, 
Frolicks where the winter frown'd, 

Stretch'd upon the banks of Broom, 

We command the proſpect round. 
Nature in the proſpect yields, 

Humble dales, and mountains bold; 
Meadows, woodlands, heaths and fields, 
Yellow'd o' er with waving gold. 


n. 
Linnets on the crouded ſprays 
Chorus —— And the woodlarks riſe, 


Soaring with a ſong of praiſe, 

Till their warblings reach the ſkies: 
Painted gardens, grots and groves, 
Intermingling ſhade with . 
Lengthened viſtas, green alcoves, 
Join to give the ſoul delight. 


RON DEA U. 


1 30 


RON D E A U. 


Sung by Mys. Weichſel. Set by Mr. Bach. 


\R UEL S!zrephon will you leave me? 

Will you prove yourſelf forſworn ? 

Can ah ! can you thus deceive me! 
Can you treat my love with ſcorn? 


O behold your Chloe pleading, 

Turn and ſee your once-lov'd maid ; 
Let ſoft pity interceding, 

Eaſe a heart your vows betray'd. 
Cruel Strephon, &c. 


Muſt I hopeleſs pine and languiſh, 
Frenzy ſeize my tortur'd brain; 
See he triumphs in my anguiſh, 
See he glories in my pain! 
Cruel Strephon, &c. 


ADVICE 


II 
ADVICE ro X LADIES. 


Sung by Miſs Wright. Set by Mr. Mich. Arne. 


C & +70 | 1. 8 


E fair be advis'd by a friend, 
Whoſe counſel proceeds from the heart, 
On Beauty no longer depend, 
Or fly to the efforts of art ; 
It a ſhepherd you'd gain to your arms, 
Let virtue each action approve, 
Her charms the fond boſom alarms, 
And ſoftens the ſoul into love. 


II. 
To- day be not nice as a bride, 
To- morrow untimely ſevere; 
Let prudence and truth be your guide, 
Nor caprice or folly appear: 
Unleſs you thus govern your mind, 
And baniſh deceit from your breaſt, 
Too ſoor? by experience you'll find, 
- Inconſtancy ne'er can be bleſt. 


+ a 


Neglected 


. 550 
( a II. 2 
Neglected you'll wither and fade, 
Till beauty, by age ſhall decay; 
Then lonely retreat to the Shade, 
And m6urn the ſad hours away: 
How deſp'rate will then be your fate, 
How great your ſad loſs to deplore; 


Repentance alaſs ! is too late, 
When the power to charm is no more. 


; 5 \ . 47 
1 * 
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* 
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BALLAD. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Potter. 
IT AST week in the grove, 
I met with my love, 
Who haſtily bid me be gone; 
J aſk'd for a kiſs, 


She took it amiſs, 
Her anſwer was, let me alone.” 


II. 
Fye, fye Phyllis fye, 
What makes you ſo ſhy, 
I anſwer'd in paſſionate tone; 
But ſtill ſhe reply'd, - 


| « You muſt be deny'd, 
So leave me and let me alone.” 


[+71 
II. 


& I know that you men, 
& Are falſe nine in ten, 
te J never reflected till now; 
* No longer purſue, | . 
<«- But ceaſe to ſubdue, — 7 
4 You ſhall not deceive me 1 vw © 


Iv. 


I told her for life, 

I'd make her my wife, 

And ſwear to be true o'er and oer; 
That I'd virtue and youth, 

Love, honour and truth, £2 

And what could ſhe wiſh to have more. 


= 


If that's your intent, 

] give my conſent,” 
She cry'd, © to the prieſt let's be gone.“ 

] led her away, 

She's happy and gay, 
Nor longer cries, let me alone. 


D BALLAD. 


\ 


1181 
BALLAD. 
Sung by My. Vernon. Ser by Mr. Arnold. 


"II: 


Y theſky-lark awak'd tothe ſanders of the. morn, 

From thebudofthe roſe to the bloſſoming lined, 
Thro' the copſes, the meadows, the vallies I ſtray, 
And all nature looks warmly to welcome the May. 


« * 


II. 


All, all except Jane, the fair plague of my heart, 
Inſenſible ſhe ! both to nature and art; | 

In vain chaunt the warblers of ey'ry green ſpray, 
For each month is as welcome to Jenny as May. 


UI. 


In vain of the ſofter ideas I preach, 

In vain would I leſſons of harmony teach; 

She heeds nor thrufh, linnet, or nightingale's lay, 
For each month is as welcome to Jeumy as May. 


1191 

1 

In vain do the ſhepherds, and milk-maids advance; 
In vain is the ſong, the pipe, tabor and dance; 


In vain are the fields all enamell'd and gay, 
For each month is as welcome to Jenny as May. 


What pity a gem of ſuch luſtre ſhould be, 
, Encruſted by pride, to ſo vile a degree; 


O Love] let her feel what I ſuffer one day, 
Ere ſhe finds it too late for to welcome the,May. 


. 


In 


* 
1 20 


LOVE any WINE. 
"aA CANTATA. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Potter, 


Rreirarrvs A CCOMPANIED, 


EGONE dull Care ! without aclay, 
To gloomy deſarts, haſta away. 


B 


AIR. 


Hither haſte ye ſons of pleaſure, 

Joy here knows nor bound nor meaſure z 
Baniſh Care, and drouzy thinking, 
Now's the reign of love and drinking ; 


Care and ſorrow's toil and trouble, 
And the world an empty bubble. 


RECITATIVE, 


I 221 1 


R CITATIVH 
While thus the Folly God invites, 
The neighb'ring ſwains to his delights ; 
Cupid, receives the gath'ring throng, 
And as they nimble haſte along, 
Bacchus, again reſumes his ſong.. 


AIR. 


'Tis wine and women life employ, 
Wine and women are our joy; 
We're hither ſent to drink and love, 
Theſe are the bleſſings from above, 


Tus 


1221 


TAE FAIRY. 


Sung by My. Vernon. Set by Mr. Yates. 


"4 


* 
| 
Bp one - 


N days of yore, when on the plain, 
Queen Mab, with all her fairy train, 
In ſportive gambols took delight, 
By Cynthia's borrow'd filver light, 
If eer our grandames did amiſs, 
The puniſhment, ye fair, was this. 


II. 


Was Lady Mary ever known, 

To toy with Celadon alone; 

Did avarice her boſom fill, 

With paſſion ſtrong for dear quadrille; 
Or did her heart for dancing beat, 
Then bliſter'd were her hands and feet. 


If 


1 231 
„ 
If once- too ſmall her ruff ſhe wore, 
Her petticoat too ſhort before; 
Or if to catch the gazer's ſight, 
She us'd the arts, of red and white; 
The little ſpiteful pigmy crew, 
Were ſure to pinch her black and blue, 


IV. 


But far more happy days we fix, 

The Britiſh dames of Sixty fix, 

Are not afraid of rigid elves, 

They know no guardians but themſelves; 
The tell-tale race at length ſubdu'd, 
Here me, nor think the leſſon rude. 


V. 


Since preſent times are juſt as bad, 

And ev'ry one is pleaſure mad; 

This method I ſhould think the beſt, 

To keep a fairy in your breaſt, 

Who ne er for trifles ſhould make war, 
But when you chance to go too far. 


« <3. Fo 2 


BALLAD: 


F . * "IP : 
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BALLAD. 


RK 


Sung by Mr. Vernon. Ser by Mr. Potter: © 


I. 
ET miſers hug their darling ſtore, 
And kiſs each guinea o'er and Oer, 
Pm richer with a fhilling ; 
It brings me out to chearful air, 
To meet my lovely cruel fair, 


Oh! that ſhe was but willing. 


II. 


To make her ſuch I point to groves, 
And bid her mark the heart-ſick doves, 
How ſweetly they are billing; 
But all in vain (as yet) my art, 
For oh! I feel acroſs my heart, 
Love's god his poiſon ſpilling. 


TRA 


L 25 
III. 


The ſtreams which flow like my ſad eye, 

Will leave at laſt their channels dry, 
Unleſs the ſprings are filling; 

And ſofteſt rain, on hardeſt ſtone, 

Will wear (tho? drops fall one by one,) 
A hole by conſtant drilling. 


IV. 


But Ol] my ſprings will n&er again, 

Repleniſh, but with freſher pain, 
Her frowns are ſtill ſo killing; 

Nor will my tears her marble pierce, 


Tho? conſtant drops bedew my verſe, 
From eyes, like limbecks f:!lng. 


V. 


ſung the ſong, it pleas'd her too, 
How Sue loves I, and I loves Sue, 

While neighbour's griſt was milling y 
But all was vain, if you muſt know, 
So I reſolv'd to let her go, 


Becauſe ſne was not willing. 


BALLAD. Þþ 


E. 


[26] 


BAL'L AD. 


* 


Sung by M.. Vernon. Set by Mr. Potter. 


I. 


IKE awood- nymph in form, and Diana in mind, 
To rural delights, lovely Dapbne inclin'd ; 
Sequeſter'd from man, from the gay and polite, 
Groves, fountains and meadows, could only invite: 
How ſtrange that a virgin ſo modell'd for love, 
Should thus frown averſe, and its joys diſapprove, 
And vow ſhe would never be married, 


II. y 


When Sol drove his chariot, thro'morn's golden gate, 

Or when clad in purple, the ſun ſat in ſtate; 

With exerciſe grac'd, ſhe'd aſcend the tall hill, 

And looking a goddeſs, trace nature's vaſt ſkill; 

By innocence guarded, contented and free, 

Then homeward ſhe'd ſing, O how happy are we, 
That never, that never were married! 


But 


Tn) 


m. 


But once as the charmer her pleaſure began, 

A Satyr in mind, tho' in form he was man, 

Surpriz'd her alone — and began to be rude, 

Till Strepbon advanc'd, and the monſter ſubdu'd 

Her guardian at leaſt muſt her gratitude move, 

And ſhe ſaid to herſelf (but the hint was from love) 
Methinks I could like to be married. 


N 
Then Strepbon, who lov'd the dear creature before, 
His paſſion avow'd could the ſhepherd do more? 
Yes he could and he did - but what you will ſay? 
Why he led her to church - and not led her aſtray, 
Now friendſhip and love, all their pleaſures prolong, 


She __ like a wood-lark, and this is her ſong, 
In glad to FR heart that In married ! 


E 2 BALLAD. 
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BALLAD. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Dr. Arnoe 


I. 


E ladies whodrive from theſmoak of the town, 
4 So whimſical, frolic and gay ; 
Fe neat country laſſes, in clean linen gown, 
As blithe and as pretty as they; 
Here Faunus invites pleaſure's paths to explore, 
And Care on his crutches has limp'd from the door. 


II. 


Here Zephyr's light pinions waft odours around, 
Selected from vally and hill; 

The Godof the wood lands has hallow'd the ground, 
And health is a tenant at will: 

No lilly or roſe in the ſoil need appear, 

So freſhly they bloom in the cheeks of the fair. 


Here 


1 29 


III. 


Here Colin, ſhould Damon his province invade, 
Each obſtacle ſoon may remove; 
The clack of the mill A the bubbling caſcade, 
Will ſoften the tale of his love; 
Thus baffling his rival, with arm round her waiſt, 
, The lighted becomes the dear fav'rite at laſt, 


IV. 


How ſweetly the Myſes in harmony join, 
To cheer the briſk lad and his laſs 
Now free-hearted topers exult in their wine, 
And kiſs the ſweet lips of the glaſs : 
Then baniſh exceſs, which alone can deſtroy, -/ 


Theſe innocent pleaſures which BziTows enjoy. 


BALLAD, 
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B A L IL A p. 


= bag by Mr. Vernon. Set 5 ee 


I. 


8 wider was trudging the been fo g 
So blithe and ſo bonny his ar! 1 


He met a young laſs who was going his way, 
Her face all ſo clouded with care: 
He aſk'd her what made her ſo moaping and ſad, 
VT was pity, if the were in pain; r 
She ſigh'd, I have loſt the 4 e beſt lad, 
And I never mall ſee him again!“ 


* ' 
» * 4 I 
IL ; - 
*  » x 
#4 1 
1 - 4 


Is he gone to the wars for full many a year, 
Quoth Fockey, who troubles you ſo? 


„ '% 


Or elſe, where on earth he can never appear, 


Where you and I ſurely muſt go?. 
No, he's fled,” ſhe reply'd, © with another fond ſhe, 
% Tho” to me he was plighted for aye, 
"6 Ofer the mountains he's gone with another from 
NA, 
And therefore I cannot be gay.” 


If 


* 


C31] 
III. 
If that's all, quoth Jockey, your wailing give o'er, 


He's a Loon, who is not worth your pain; 
Let him go, ſince he's chang'd, be you wretched no 
more, Ie 
Nor think of a falſe-hearted ſwain : * 
But take, if you will, for the lad of your heart, 
Whom fortune has thrown in your way, 
TIl ſooth all your grief, and I'll baniſh your ſmart, 


Here I'm ready to do as I ſay. 
Tv. 
Then he wip'd her bright eyes, and he ſung her 4 
ſong, f 


Her face look'd no longer diſpair; R | 
He whiſper'd of love, as they ſaunter'd along, © 1 
And ſhe thought him a lad worth her care: 
She ſmil'd and grew pleas d, late a anger! to Joye 

And Fockey perceiving her kind, 
More preſſing was grown, and the laſs was leſs con.” 
So, he drove the falſe Loon from her mind. 


£ 


WEL. :; SONG. 


L321 

3. 3% & CY 

Sung by Miſs Wright. Ser by My. Mich, Arne: © | 
J. 


HY ſhould we of humble ſtate, 
Vainly blame the pow'rs above, 

Or accuſe the will of fate, 

Which allows us all to love? 

Love (impartial gentle Boy) 
Deals his gifts as free as air, 

Love 1s all the ſhepherd's joy, 

Love is all the damſel's care. 


| iu 
Hope, that charmer of the ſoul, 
Hope, in love ſhould ever live, 


Could our years for ever roll, 
Love would bleſſings ever give: 
Youth alaſs ! too ſwiftly flies, 
Nor can Cupid bid him ſtay ; 
Beauty, like a ſhadow dies, 
Love has wings and will away. 
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CANTATA. 
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CAN TATA. 


* by Mio Brent. Ser 1 Dr. Arne. 
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HY Damon, wilt thou ſtrive in. 

ala My firm feſdlves to move? | T 

My heart ale | may fed the pain 
But ſcores DT ONT. whe e rag 


Recirarlyz eee. fl | 
i. too like al the reſt, | g 2 06 
Is faithleſs Damon grown! © Gel Þ 
Ah cant thou eek to wound the beg. | 
That pants for thee alone? 5 4 
A A 
e bel ; 
No ! for a chought ſo wendy baſe; . EF 4 
Ungrateful thou ſhalt find, 49 4 * y 
The heart that could admire thy face, 4 
Can hate . e min. gal 
N 
D E LIA. 
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IHE bar "ki A pie 
olfy plumage _ 

And na down che filver tide, . 

_ Divides the whiſp'ring waves: 

The ſilver tide that wand ring flows, 

* Sweet to the bird muſt be 

But not ſo ſweet bike Cad nom.) of 


8 Delia i 18 to Mme, eo \ eto: 


-- — 


* 
* 6 * 
8 mu iT. . ' 7 P pug > ren 
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A parent bird in plaintive mood, 
On yonder fruit-tree ſung; 

And {till the pendant neſt ſhe ws, 
That held her callow young: 
Tho! dear to her maternal heart, 
The genial road muſt be; g 
They're not ſo dear, the thouſandth part, 
Delia is to me. D 


” 


1381 


The roſes that oy brow ſurround, 
Were natives of the dale; 


Scarce pluck'd, and in a garland bound, 
Before their hue grew pale: 
My vital blood would thus be froze 
If luckleſs torn from thee; 
For what the root is to the 8 
— xe k 8 


| IV. 


Tg doves I found like new falbn ſnow, 
So white the beauteous pair; 

The birds to Delia I'll beſtow, 
They're like her boſom fair: 

May they of our connubial love, 
A happy omen be ; 

Then ſuch fond bliſs as turtles prove, 


Snag Delia 1 with mee 


T2357 
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Yet Flora ſteps forward again, 

And nature revives in the ſpring : 

Tho' the ſun of his glories decreaſt, 

Of his beams in the evening is ſhorn, - 

| Yet he riſes with joy in the eaſt, | TT 
And repairs them again in the mon. 


_ 


IT. 


4 But what can youth's ſun-ſhine recall, 

Dr the bloſſoms of beauty reſtore? we: 
= When its leaves are beginning to fall, * 
It dies and is heard of no mog; þ 

The ſpring time of love then Wploy, 

Fs a leſſon that's eaſy to learn; 

For Capid's a vagrant, a boy, 

And his ſeaſons will never return. 
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Sung by Miſs Wright. Ser by Mr. Mich. Arne. 


I. 


INGCUP, daffodil and roſ qm 

Shall the fairy wreath compoſe, * 4 
Beauty, ſweetneſs and delight, 2 
Crown our revels of the night. ob 
— Lightly trip it o'er the green, | 
Where the fairy ring is ſeen; 
'So no ſtep of earthly tread, | 

Shall bffend our lady's head. * 


II. 


Virtue ſometimes droops her wing, 
Beauty's bee may looſe its ſting; 
Fairy land can both combine, | 2 
Lightly be your MAſures ſeen, ES 
Deftly foot it o'er the green, ] 
Nor a ſpeQor's baleful head, 


« " . 0 - - 
Peep at our nocturnal tread, 1 
* * 


* From the Enteztainment of the Faiq. Jab. 
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Tur YELLOW HAIR'D LAD DIE. 
Sung by Miſs Wright. Ser by M. Miche Arne. 
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N April when primroſes paint the ſweet plain, 
And ſummer approaching rejoiceth the ſwain; 
| The yellow hair'd Laddic, would often times go, 
To wilds and deep glens, ** ee 8 
eon; 
There under the ſhade of an old ſacred ? ng 
With freedom he ſung his love's ev ning and morn: 
le ſung with fo ſoft and enchanting a ſoulll, 
That Sylvans and Fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


© The ſhepherd thus ſaid, « tho young Mol be fair, 
3 Her beauty is daſt'd with a ſcornful proud air; 

But Sh is handſome, and ſweetly can ſing, _ 

Her Preath like che breeze g Perfumes to the 


65 5 ſpring; 3 6 

There's Jemm in all the gay bloom of her youth, 

Lie the moon is inconſtant and neverſpeaks truth; 

is faithful, good-humour'd and free, 

© And; fair'as the goddeſs whOFpruag 1 from the ſea. , 
My 


1.99 

3 
My lady's fine daughter with all her great dow 'r, 
Is aukwardly.airy, and frequently ſour; 
But Suſy, who knows neither riches nor icorn,- .... 
Is mild as the bluſhes that paint the new mori 
Ahl friends; how delighted, how bleſt ſhould I be, 
Wou'd my Su/y but ſmile, and her parents agree 2, : 
What more could 1 wiſh for? My $ufy's the whole,. | 
The joy of my eyes, and e Pas 


* * * 
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REATHE ſoft ye winds, be calm ye mes 
Ariſe ye flow'ry race ariſe; ne 14 
Te ſilver dews, ye vernal ſhow'rs, _ 1 
Call forth a blooming waſte of flow rs. 
The fragrant roſe a beauteous gueſt, 0 
Shall flouriſh on my fair one's breaſt; 8 
Shall grace her hand, or deck her hair, 

The flow'r moſt ſweet, the rn moſt . 


AIlR- # 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. Set by Mr. Handel. 
Around the fair attending, 


To her ſubmiſſive bending z 
Our yielding hearts conſeſs her ſway, 
All her ſuperior pow'r obey. | | 

* a & 


= ©* From the Offtorio of Lrael in Babylon. 


1541 
Tax SISTERS. 
. ; A «© 'B AL L A D. op 90077 


Sun Mp. Vernon. "Set 
ang by 1 . 


777 N S1 18 TY IJ, £ + 


OUNG Punt: AGL Oil tis 
And nps to be a bride; E's EN 
Had charms & monarch might en 8 


uld u 


But beauty mix d pride. 
And ſtill to blaſt that 2. — 
Her pride each lover codP&:;/ N 200 
The number of her ſlades Was leſs 
And leſs che n of fit nn 
aul s % 5 


Her ſiſter . cho“ not bier „d, 
With beauty's. patent ſpell ; Mg a 
The virtues of the mind polleſrdj- Ta 

And bore away the bells. at: ; 
Knights, earls and dukes, is Bier dies, Wt 

Around the maiden flewz .- ; 
They preſs'd to tell ten thouſand lies, . 
As men are "pt to do. ; "3 
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Fond Celadon, addreſt the 6. 7 
Reſolv'd no time to loſe; 


eee 


x hat female could refuſe : 
5 1 


1 


HFis artleſs flame alone, PE 
The bluſhing maid confels'd pigs 


at. % 


Her ſiſter made a wife; 
k And praiſe a ſingle life. 
Te virgins, Charlotte's plan purſue, 
Shun Arabella's fate; n 


5 Accept the man that's worthy, You... 
: Before i it is too 0 late. 


. 


* Zug 


the reſt, 1 


- 


Co _ . 
The prieſt. ſoon made them one. 4 
ATT 03.27 18 
2 " | En 2 . itt 14 Vos 20 
4 F. N 22. 1 1047 i I C3 1 
8 Poor Arabella, vex dl to * 1192 2 Dörte 
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Pretends to rail at . ind, 37 Al ba! 
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Sung by Wright. Set wm Mx! Mich. Arne. 
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AY Lanra, whaon 
Now ſeeks heh lad” 


9892 


» Si be! = | 
She's now left alone, "© oh" bes 
Yetloves the falſeſwain Wend "XP has betray a. 


s th 


1 * « 4 * 0 ? * 
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The nightingale chus, with a ae in her breaſt, | 
Complains when rude hands ſnatch her wars from 


the neſt; | 
| \Tho' feet is the inne e BG Pe 
She warbles in pain, | 
The loſs of her mix, inn 0 
* 13 | 5 t nt „ 
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Song: b Mig Brent. Set by Dr. Arne. 
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| BM Lain? mou, whence ſacred 
depend, „ 
Due and her virgin trait deſcend); 
And while the buſkin'd maids, with ative « care, 
* The bus'nels of the daily chace prepare: 
Wich joy the goddeſs views her ſhining 5 Fg 
3 And thus "ge ſwells the Jovial ſong. . 
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2 olly Health ſprings aloft, at the loud — 
Unlock d from ſoft Shumber's embrace 
And J ſ g an hymn to flute he ſweet eim, 

That ſmiles on the nymphs d che chace. 

- The rage of fell Cupid no boſdihyÞrophanes, 
No rancour diſturbs our delight, 
Alte day with freſh Vigour we ſweep o'er the plains, 
1 with Contentment all night. 
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TAZ LAUGH. 


Sung by My. Vernon. Set by Dy. Arng. 


cog WE. and life but a jeſt. 
In ſpite of, I'll laugh with thabeft; 


Lie the full who repute. it a weakneſs to Mile, 


Arraign my opinion, my morals revile, , _ 
While I know that my boſom is free from a the, 
Pl keep up the chorus 7 een. 


; | | VIP | 2 


Determin'd to leap o' er the bar of controul. 
No rivet ſhall cloſe up my freedom of ſoul; 
If care or ill- nature ſhould come in my teach, 
And foaming with rage xe a methodiſt N 
While I know that boſom is free from a flaw, 
i up __ * and cry 5 


„ 
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To be happy, I'll laugh as the minutes advance, 
Mirth! Play thou the fiddle, I warrant I'll dance; 
» ſwe the muſic will float in the air, 
good tem 1 22 be there; 
1 2 hi my boſot free from 0 k flaw, 
" Wallj Join the ** tune of love's | 
War 
1 * laugh thro' the world in defiance of - rife, 
For laughter's an Oi! to the Sallad of life; 
Ill make Daddy Time, as he paſſes in haſte, 
Look over his ſhoulder and long for a taſte ; 
Then friends while your boſoms are free froma flaw, 
Swell round the gay chorus of ba- ba- baba. 
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ODE. To Cuzarrviness. bet by Dr. * 
Sung 7 Me Vernon, and Mig 8 
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O ſweet of . + + 9 mein, +1. 7 5 : 
O virtue's friend! and pleaſure's queen! 3 
+ P 


Fair guardian of domeſtic life, „ * 3 
Beſt baniſher of home-bred ſtrife. 7 75 
5 


1 Nor ſullen lip, nor taunting eye, 
Dieform the ſcene when art by. 


Rei a ns 8 

No ſick' ning huſband{lames the hour, ls 
That bound his joy male power; "1 
. pining mother weeps the 22 | { 
"That parents waſte on hopel&H 4 
Ib officious daughters pleas'd d, 
The brother riſes to the friend. 1 
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DUET. 


By thee their board with flow'rs is crown'd, 
By thee with ſongs their-walks reſound ; 


By thee their ſprightly mornings ſhine, 


ev'ning hours in 2 decline. 
* 
"WS > $9 RW s. 


' Attenthand grace our gen'tous toils, 
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ODE. T6 Pizazuke. * 0. rf Mr. Bach. 
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Przasuxk, keeps her. ha , a 2 


a 1 Ryy Wright. 
Smiling Mirtb, and,roly Foy, a 3 


Youthful Love, a 
Join'd with Fyulick ö * 
Form her rain, wth caning 6 fee. 
4 3 1 
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Hark ds Pllaſunt xc inis, 
be and ſwains to ſweet delights, ys 


. AIR. e eee, 
1 See in yünder roy “rg, . * 


. Half reclin'd in beds of flow'rs, 1 FE: : ; 
Such 4 nymph as might inſpire, . iin 7 
g * 
io Fark! *tis Pleaſurt's voice invites, « 1 
VNympbs and ſwains to ſycet delight, 1 
9 n * 7 . | 
H AIR. 


[ Yd 7 . 


Round the 7 able bold and an | 
View the Topers füll of glee; 
J]eſt and laughter there abound, | + th 
Nor 4 perry glaſs des round... 


98 * TY Vit | 2% ru . | 
Hark Wis Pleaſures. yoice invites, —_—; 


* * 


ö *S * and wang 0 ſweet delights: . . wo 1 | 
| n iel 147 M8413 ST 3 © 
Al R. Mr. Vernon. * 

A . » © 8 
See the bumper ae bright, 1 ' 
\ Urges on the ſweet delight, 9 """ = © 7 
1 None can ſure ſuch joys refrain. 
Which give mirth andd cure each pain. . 
1 . 0 | 8; 4 | i . 
* H OR U — 1 


1 Hark! tis Pleaſures e 
WMNmphs and ſwains to ſweet delights, "i 
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O D E. To Suu. Set by Mr. Bach- 
CHORUS" 


J OUND the merry pipe and drum, ,' 4 + . 
#4 Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come.—, = 
Summer ſmiles in rich arg & 4 5 
All his happy, all is gay; N 


As the chearful ſun goes down, — 0 8 2 
Let ſweet mirth your” abours Os. : 
Sound the merry pipe and drum, . . - 


+ | © Hither nymphs and ſheplirds come. oy" 71 
* 


AI R. Mrs. Weichſell. 
14 See, ſee argund from ev'ry place, | 
= * charms the verdant vallies grace; 
4 ile fleecy flocks in conſort rove, 
And bleat their tender tales of love. 
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Sound the merry pipe and drum, A 
Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come, 


es FAIR . Vernon. 
"Here roſy Mirth and Badtbus gay, 
+ Attend your ſmiling joys crow 
While Moderation leads the walls 

1 Such Aer to few is Kin 


5 | 
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52 Þ 
_ CHORUS. 
Ssufd the merry pipe and drum, 
73 Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come. 


AIR Miſs Wright. 
* he j joys we taſte to few are known, 


Cohtent and heal 
i No jeal6us fears our boſoms move, 


1 * —— each we truly love. 
bs ChnoRths. ; 


th our labours « crown z 
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AIX. Miſs Brent. = * 
re melting Miſic, love inſpires, 1 
| Þ "Here Peace rewards the mid-day toil ; ©-- 
lt 1 7. But far from hence are looſe deſires, 8 
* Here Innocence, and Virtue ſmile. | 


ULI CHORUS. 
. Sound the merry pipe and dum 
' Hither nymphs and ſhepherds come. | N 
Hummer ſmiles in rich array, | 
Allis happy, all is gay; | 
As the chearful ſun” goes down, 
Let ſweet mirth your labours crown : 
Sound the merry pipe and drum, 
Hicher N and n come. 


